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A hundred voices mingled together. A hundred hands
grasped me at one time.

" The son of Mokuharu has not relinquished the lost rib 1 "

They stood about me gasping.

In Tokoma's eyes I detected an envy and an anger fiercer
than that of a famished beast entrapped watching another
beast drink the blood of a victim.

" He is an ape !   He is an ape 1 " one of the elders shouted.

" He is the son of the Great Ape ! "

" He is the chosen one of the Almighty Growler ! "

They all spat upward, and fell upon their faces.

I stood erect. My look defied Tokoma. The bone which
pierced his nostrils rose like the tusk of a wild boar. The
image of the Thousand Tailed One glowed upon his cheeks
as if freshly branded.

Why did he not acclaim me like the rest ? Why did he
not fall upon his face ? The hatred for him which smouldered
in me since the death of my father, burst into flames. I
broke the chain which bound my hands, and clenched my
fists.

" Rise! " Tokoma commanded.

The people rose reluctantly.

" The Great Ape demands as a sacrifice him upon whom
he has set his seal."

The people grumbled.

Tokoma continued, his voice smooth as the juice of the
coco-nut: " The blood of the chosen is delectable to the
Great Ape."

" It's a lie 1" I exclaimed. " Tokoma wishes to sacrifice
me not to the Great Ape, but to his envy, even as he sacrificed
my father, the great Chief Mokuharu."

Seeing that my voice was lost in the general tumult, Tokoma
purred "Greater is the joy of being dedicated to the
Incomparable Growler than the embrace of a thousand
females 1**